WE ARE TOURISTS

which rather nonplussed him. He stared stupidly
for some seconds. After studying him carefully, I
calmly inquired who the devil he was, and whether
it was the custom to burst into a hotel guest's room
without the usual courtesy of knocking. He seemed
rather upset at this, but excused himself on the
grounds that as he had been late at the October
Terminus, he was naturally anxious to assure
himself that we had reached the hotel safely. This
man was, of course, Bardin, and certain things I later
heard regarding the fate of interpreters who failed
to take proper care of the guests of the Soviet
made me excuse his presumption at the Europa.

That afternoon I was taken straight to the State
Planning Institute, where I was introduced to
Bourov, the President. He proved to be a shrewd,
observant type of man but hardly intellectual. In
a few words he told me of Lubanov's conversation
over the telephone from Moscow, and said that I
should take things easily in Leningrad. All the
necessary arrangements would be made for me,
and he hoped that I would visit all the theatres
and places of interest. As though to make it appear
that life in the U.S.S.R. was not a continual round
of pleasure, he asked me to look over the schedules
for a new steel-works in Siberia, of which he hoped
I would become the consulting engineer. These
schedules arrived at my hotel later in the evening
and as a result of studying them I made up my
mind to return to Moscow and to join the Soviet's
service.